Being trapped on the other side of the barrier between the mortal world and the spirit world was so boring.  Morgan le Faye was once one of the most powerfull magical beings in the world, to those who clinged to the old ways, Paganism to be exact.  Faeries, fayes, imps, nymphs were rampant; yet somehow they managed to live in harmony with mortal humans.  That's when le Faye tried to take over the motal world.

Merlin, the wizard defeated le Faye in a battle of magic.  He sealed her away behind the barrier in the spirit world, whereas he sealed himself in a place where the two worlds intertwined, yet were separate from another.  He waited for the day when le Faye would return to the mortal world to attempt another hostile take over.  He had even returned Excalibur, the blessed sword to the Lady of the Lake, the only blade that could defeat le Faye.

It had been hundreds of years now, and le Faye was growing tired of life behind the barrier.  Her braided dark hair was adorned with small golden leaves, her ivory skin flawless behind a dark veil that hid her eyes from the sunlight.  Her magick was fading by the century, and soon it would fade forever.  Her likeness was turning into myth, where it was history.  She rubbed the turquoise stone that had been imposed upon a silver ring with concern. "The people MUST return to the old ways...for my survival"

She looked over to the Mandrake root; a plant that looked remarkably like a human infant, she poured fresh cow's milk on it and the thing began to wail.  The faeries screeched at fluttered off into the dimly lit caverns, trying to escape from the screaming flora. She still had a handful of people in the modern world that still hung onto the old ways, but just a handful.  Women had practically BEGGED her to allow her to bear her child, but only one stood out.  "Mother's milk, sister's grace..." she plucked a hair from the corpse of her only son Mordrid and dropped it into the bowl "brother's blood and father's hate" she scowled at the last bit, remembering her brother and the father of her son Arther.

The liquid in the bowl turned into blood, and a baby girl was born.  The girl's birth mother was dead after losing too much blood during labor.  The winds carried her voice to the infant's aunt upon a whim "I name this child Morrigun Pendragon" she then turned to her creatures with "In thirteen years, the night of the Jackal Moon shall be upon us!  Then we shall have our revenge and take back the night!"

The hoard yelled and screamed her name, knowing that she would lead them to victory, while she compressed her remaining magick into a tiny bloodstone necklace.  The thing began to glow an evil red, and it flew off towards the other side of the barrier.  "I will be powerless for these thirteen years, but I must recharge my energy for the upcoming battle.  The people will revert to the old ways and we will once again rule the night!"

The tiny bloodstone drilled a hole through the barrier and skipped on air to Arther's beloved Camelot, where for thirteen years it would remain hidden until the girl with no mortal father would come to claim it.